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Abraham  Lincoln  Memorial 
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(The  picture  on  the  organ  was  painted  free  of  cost  by  Geo.  M.  Stone,  the 
Topeka  artist,  and  generously  donated  for  this  occasion.  It  shows  Abraham 
Lincoln,  in  his  youth,  "doin'  a  sum"  on  the  back  of  a  shovel,  by  the  light 
of  the  fagots.    His  pencil  was  a  stick  charred  at  one  end  in  the  fire.) 

AT  THE  AUDITORIUM 
Wednesday,  February  12,  1913 


USHERS  AND  PRESERVERS  OF  ORDER,  BATTERY 
CAPTAIN  PATTISON,  COMMANDING. 


'A,"  K.  N.  G. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 


Words  by  Captain  Joseph  G.  Waters  .  Music  by  L.  M.  Wood. 

By  pupils  6th  7th  and  8th  grades  Public  Schools. 
Miss  Mildred  Hazelrigg,  Supervisor  of  Music. 


Almighty  God,  for  mercies  grand, 

Flung  from  Thy  finger  full  and  free. 
For  hearth  and  home,  for  love  and  land, 

We  voice  our  hearts  in  song  to  Thee. 

Thou  placed  him  pilot  at  the  wheel. 

And  gave  him  strength  that  could  not  fail; 
He  turned  the  prow  and  drifting  keel, 

And  caught  Thy  breezes  in  his  sail. 

He  met  with  mock,  contempt  and  jeer, 

He  brought  the  periled  ship  to  shore. 
Turned  hate  to  love  and  year  to  year. 

Our  skies  with  peace  are  bended  o'er.  « 

The  Savior's  cross  became  his  own, 

His  blood,  the  victor's  crimson  robe. 
Above  all  scepter,  crown  or  throne. 

And  blest  by  all  the  circling  globe. 

Our  arms  are  strong,  our  hearts  are  true; 

No  foeman  seeks  us  on  the  main, 
No  Cossack  rides  our  vast  plateau. 

No  Shinto  temple  decks  our  plain. 

We  join  mankind  to  celebrate. 

The  happy  day  that  gave  him  birth, 
With  love  that  needs  no  pomp  nor  state,  ' 

And  bounded  by  the  ends  of  earth. 

A  hundred  millions  here  at  home. 

In  all  the  land  that  front  the  sea. 
Where  roof -trees  rise  and  men  may  roam. 

With  love  for  him  and  all  for  Thee! 


PROGRAM. 


Selection, 


Lincoln  Post  Drum  Corps 


Call  to  Order  and  Introduction  of  Master  of  Ceremonies, 

J.  G.  Wood,  Patriotic  Instructor  Lincoln  Post  No.  1,  G.A.R. 

Master  of  Ceremonies,  "Remarks,"  

 Captain  Joseph  G.  Waters. 


Song,  "Abraham  Lincoln,"  

.    .    .   Pupils  of  6th,  7th  and  8th  grades  Public  Schools. 
Miss  Mildred  Hazelrigg,  Supervisor  of  Music  in  Public  Schools. 
Organist,  Prof.  D.  H.  Seymour. 
(For  words  see  second  page  this  program.) 

Music,  Lincoln  Post  Drum  Corps. 

Memorial  Address,  "Abraham  Lincoln, "  

Hon.  Frank  B.  Dawes,  ex-Attorney  General  of  Kansas. 

Song.  "Lincoln's  Land,"  .    .    .    Miss  Linna  Wyatt,  Soloist. 

Pupils  of  Public  Schools. 
Miss  Mildred  Hazelrigg,  Supervisor  of  Music  in  Public  Schools. 
Organist,  Prof.  D.  H.  Seymour. 
(For  vs^ords  see  fourth  page  this  program.) 

Doxology,  By  the  Audience. 

Benediction,  ....  Rev.  Arthur  S.  Henderson,  D.  D. 
Selection,  Lincoln  Post  Drum  Corps. 


Invocation, 


Rev.  Arthur  S.  Henderson,  D.  D. 

Pastor  First  Congregational  Church. 


No  Numbers  outside  the  above  program  will  be  permitted. 


LINCOLN'S  LAND. 


Words  by  Captain  Joseph  G.  Waters.  Music  by  L.  M.  Wood, 

By  pupils  of  the  6th,  7th  and  8th  grades  Public  Schools, 
Miss  Mildred  Hazelrigg,  Supervisor  of  Music. 


Chorus: 


Chorus: 


Chorus: 


Chorus: 


Fron tiered  by  oceans  deep  and  wide, 
And  bastioned  by  their  mingling  tide; 

Law  walks  with  order,  side  by  side, 
And  this,  the  land  for  which  he  died. 


Our  grapes  have  purpled  into  wine. 
And  plenty  makes  our  face  to  shine; 

From  mountain  snow  and  frosted  pine, 
To  bay  tree  blooms  and  tropic  vine. 


Great  lakes  that  gleam  beneath  the  sun. 
Long  rivers  sparkling  as  they  run; 

The  spider  films  each  frowning  gun. 
And  all  our  peoples'  hopes  are  one. 


The  day  of  toil,  the  night  of  rest, 
The  home  by  sweet  affection  blest. 

No  north,  no  south,  no  east,  no  west, 
And  happiness  our  only  guest. 


Sweep  on  thy  upward,  high  career, 
Nor  storm,  nor  tempest  wakes  thy  fear, 

And  Lincoln's  land  may  we  hold  dear. 
While  honor  rules  and  God  is  near! 


chorus: 

Protect  us  by  Thy  awful  might, 
Withhold  Thy  blessing  never; 

A  cloud  by  day  and  fire  by  night, 
Forever  and  forever. 


